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Cutling Notes on America by the IndiaEnglish
Author.

MAD ABOUT COPYBIGIIT.

Incisive Jabs at the Hotel Clerk, Catarrh
and Other Defects in American

Character.

Ferone. intfifTor^nt to fato,
Thou sittost at thu Western prate;
Thou sueJt the white seas fold their tents,
Ob, waidur of two continents.
Thou drnwest All things, small and great.
To thee, bosido thu Western linte.

<Sas|3i£gj HIS is what Bret Harte
lias wri'ten of the great

to| city of San Francisco, and
ifor Dast fortnight I
have oeen wondering
what made him do it.
" There is neither serenitynor indifference to bo

' found in these Darts;
wWT and evil would it bo for

the continents whose wardship wero intrustod to
io reckless a guardian.
Behold me pitohed neck-and-crop from twenty

lavs ot the high seas into the whirl of California,deprived of any guidance and left to
iraw my own conclusions. Protect me from
the wrath of an outraged community if these
letters be over road by American eyes. San Franciscois a mad city.inhabited for the most part by
perfectly insana people, whose women are of a

remarkable beauty.
When the City of Pekin steamed through tho

Golden Gate I saw with great ioy that tho block
bouse which guarded the mouth of the "finest harborin the world, sir." could bo silenced bv two

gunboats from Hong Kong witli safety, comfort
and despatch. Also, there was not a single Americanvossel of war in the harbor.
Ihis may sound bloodthirsty; but remember, 1

had come with a grievance upon me.the grievanceof the pirated English books.
SEES A BEPORTER.

Then a reporter leaped aboard and ere I could
gasp held me in his toils. He pumped me exhaustivelywhile I was getting ashore, demanding of all
things In the world news about Indian journalism.
It is an awful thing to enter a new land with a new

lie on your lips. I spoke the truth to the evil
minded Custom House man who turned my most
eacred raiment on a floor composed of stable refuse
and pine splinters; but the reporter overwhelmed
me not so much by his poignant audacity as his
beautiful ignorance. I am sorry now that I did
not tell him more lies as I passed into a city of
three hundred thousand white men. Think of
it! Three hundred thousand white mon and
women gathered in one spot, walking upon real
pavements:n front of plate glais windowed shops
and talking something that at first hearing was not
very different from English. It was only when I
had tangled myself up in a hopeless maze of small
wooden houses, dust, street refnse and children who

/ played with ompty kerosene tins, that I discovered
th« dlflTurnnftft oY annAfth.

I'You want to go to tile Palace Hotel?" said an
affable youth on a dray. "What in hell are you
doing iiore, then? This is about the lowest ward
in ihf> city- Go six blocks north to corner of Geary
and Markey. then walk around till you strike cornerof Gutter and Sixteenth and that brings you
there."

1 uo not vouch for the literal accuracy of these
directions, quoting but from a disordered memory
"Amen," I said. "But who am I that I should

6trike the corners of such as you name? Peradventurethey be gentlemen of repute, and micht hit
back. Bring it down to dots, mv son."

I thought he would have smitten me, but ho
didn't. He explained that no one ever used the
word street, and that every one was supposed to
know how tho streots ran, for sometimes the
names were up on the lamps and sometimes
they weren't. Fortified with these directions I proceededtill I found a mighty street, full of sumptuousbuildings four and five stories high, but
paved with rude cobblestones, after the fashion of
the year 1.

THE CABLE CAR.
Here a tramcar, without any visible means of

support, slid stealthily behind me nnd nearly
struck me In the back. That was the famous cable
car of San Francisco, which runs by gripping an
endless wire ropo sunk in the ground, and of which
X will tell you more anon. A hundred yards furtherthere was a slight commotion in the street, a
gathering together of threo or four, something that
glittered as it moved very swifty. A ponderous
a small nickel plated badge on his fat bosom
emerged from the knot supporting a Chinaman
who had been stabbed in the eye and was bleeding
like a pig. The bystanders went their ways, and
the Chinaman, assisted by the policeman, his own.
Of course this was none of my business, but X
rather warned to know what had happened to the
gentleman who had dealt the stab. It said a great
deal for the excellence of the municipal arrangementof the town that a surging crowd did not at
once block the street to see what was going forward.I was the sixth man and the last who assistedat the performance, and my curiosity was
six timos the groatest. Indeod, I felt ashamed of
showing it.

A CRACK AT THE HOTEL OI.KBK.
There were no more incidents till I reached the

Palace Hotel, a seven storied warren of humanity
with a thousand rooms in it. All the travel books
will tell you about hotel arrangements in this
country. They should be seen to be appreciated.
Understand clearly.and this letter is written
after a thousand miles of experiences.that money
will not buy you servico iu the West. When the
hotel cl#rk.the mau who awards your room to you
and who Is supposed to give you information.
when that resplendent individual stoops to attend
to your wants he does so whistling or humming op
picking his teeth, or pauses to converse with some
one he knows. These performances, I gather, are
to impress upon you that ho is a free man and your
equal. From his general appearance and the size
of his diamonds lie ought to bo your superior.
There is no necessity for this swaggering self-conHciousnessof freedom. Business is business, and
the man who is paid to attend to a man might
reasonably devote his wholo attention to the job.
Out of office hours he cau take his coach and fo«r
and porvade society it lie pleases.

In a vast marble paved hall under the glare of an
electric light sat forty or fifty men, and for their
use and amusement were provided spittoons of infinitecapacity and generous gape. Most of the
men wore frock coats and top hats.the things that
avo in India put on at a wedding breakfast if we
possess them.but they ail spat. They spat on
principle. Tho spittoons wore on the staircases, in
each bedroom.yea, and in chambers even more
sacred than these. They chased one into retirement,but they blossomed in chiefest splendor
round the bar, and they were ail used, every reekingone of them.

ANSWF.118 MENDACIOUS AND EVASIVE.
Just before I began to feel deathly siok another

reporter grappled me. What he wanted to know
was tho precise area of India in square miles. I relerredhim to Wliittaker. lie had never heard of
Whittaker. He wanted it from my own mouth and
I would not tell him. Then he swerved ofl just
like the other man to details of journalism in our
own country. I ventured to suggest that the interioreconomy of a paper most concerned the
peoplo who worked it. "That's the very thing that
interests us," he said. "Ilavo you got reporters
anything like our reporters on Indian newspapers?"
"Wo have not," I said, and suppressed the
'thank God" rising to my lips. "Why haven't
you?" said he. "Because they would die," I said.
!t was exactly like talking to a child.a very rude
little child. Ho would begin almost every sentence
with, "Now tell mo something about India," and
would turn aimlessly from one question to the
other without tho least continuity. I was not

, uui. iieeuiy luieresieu. iu« mun mis h reveJatiouto me. To bis questions I returned answers
mendacious and evasive. After all it really did not
matter what I paid. He could not understand. I
cau only hope and pray that none of the readers of
tue 1'ioneer will ever bee that portentous interview.
The man made me out to bo an idiot several sizes
more drivelling than my destiny intended, and the
ranknoss of bis ignorauce managed to distort the
lew poor facts with which I supplied nim into
large and elaborate lies. Then, thought I, "the
matter of Americau journalism shall be looked into
later tn. At present I will enjoy myself."

ABOUT THE (Irx.
No man rose to tell me what were the lions of

the place. No one volunteered any sort of conveyance.I was absolutely alone in this big city
of white folk. By instinct I sought refreshment
and camo upon a barroom full of bad Salon picturesin which men with hats on the backs of their
heads wore wolfing food from a counter. It was the
institution of the "freo lunch" I had struck. You
paid for a drink and got as much as you wanted to
eat. Fcr something less than a rupee a day a man
can feed himself sumptuously in San Francisco,
even though he be a bankrupt. Itemember this if
ever you are stranded in tnese parts.
Later I began a vast but unsystematic exDlora-
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tion of the streets. I asked for no names. Ii was
enough that the pavements were full of white men
and women, the streets clanging with traffic and
that the restful roar of a great city rang in my
ears. The cable oars glided to all points of the
compass at once. I took them one by one till I
could go no further. San Francisco Has been
pitched down on the sand bunkers of the Bikaneer
desert. About one-fourth of it is ground reclaimed
from the sea.any old-timers will tell you all about
tliat. The remainder is juet ragged, unthrifty
sand hills, to-day pegged down by houses.

UP AND DOWN THE SAND HILLS.
From an English point of view there has not been

the least attempt at grading those hills, and iudoeuyou might as well try to grade the hillocks of
hind. The cable cais have for all practical purposesmade San Francisco a dead level. They take
no couut of rise or fall, but slide equably on their
appointed courses from one end to the other of a
six mile street. They turn corners almost at right
angles, cross other lines, and for aught I know may
run up the sides of houses. There is no visible
agency of their flight, but once in a while you shall
pass a five storied building humming with
machinery that winds up an everlasting wire cable,
and the initiated will "tell you that here is the
meehauism. 1 gave up asking questions. If it
pleases Providence to malto a car run up and down
a slit in the groand for many miles, and if for twopencehalfpenny X oan ride in that car, why shall
1 seek the roasons o£ the miracle? Rather let me
look out of the windows till the shops give place to
thousands and thousands of little honses made of
wood (to imitate stone), each house just big enough
for a man and his family. Let me watch the people
in the cars and try to find out in what manner they
differ from us, their ancestors.

It grieves me now that I cursed them (in the
matter of book piracy), because I perceived that
my curse is working and that their speech is becominga horror already. They delude themselves
into tho belief that they talk English.the English.andI have already been pitied for speaking
with "an English accent." The man who pitied
me spoke, so far as I was concerned, the language
of thieves. And they all do. Where we put the accentforward thoy throw it back, and vioe versa;
where we give the long "a" they Use the short, and
words so simple as to be past mistaking thev pro-
nounce somewhere up in the dome of their heads.
How do these things happen!

no american language.
Oliver Wendell Holmes says that the Yankee

schoolmarm, the oider and the salt oodfish of the
Eastern States are responsible for what he calls a
nasal accent. I know better. They stole books
from across the water without paying for 'em and
the snort of delight was fixed in their nostrils for
ever by a Just Providence. That is why they talk
a foreign tongue to-day. "Cats is dogs, and rabbitsis dogs and so's parrots. But this ere tortoise
is an insect, bo there ain't no charge," as the old
porter said. A Hindu is a Hindu and a brother to
the man who knows his vernacular. And a Frenchmanis French because he speaks his own language.
But the Amerioan has no language. He is dialect,
slang, provincialism, accent, and so forth. Now
that I have heard their voices all the
beauty of Bret Harte is being ruined for
me, because I find myBelf catching through the roll
of his rhythmical prose the cadence of his peculiar
fatherland. Get an Amerioan lady to read to you
"How Santa Claus Came to Simpson's Bar" and see
how much is, under her tongue, left of the beauty
of the original.
But I am sorry for Bret Harte. It happened this

way. A reporter asked me what I thought of the
city and I made answer suavely that it was hallowedground to me, because of Bret Harte. That
vctLH tint a. "WaII " swirl t.hA VAnnrtur TT orfa

claims California, but California don't claim Bret
Harte. He's been so long in England that he's quite
English. Have you seen our cracker factories or
the new offices of the Examiner?" He could not
understand that to the outside world the city was
worth a great deal less than the man. X nover intendedto curse tho people with a provincialism so
vast as this.

THE CLIFF HOUSE.
But let us return to our sheep.which means the

sea lions of the Cliff House. They are the great
show of San Francisco. You take a train which
pulls up the middle of the street (it killed two peoplethe day before yesterday, being unbraked and
driven absolutely regardless of oonsequences), and
you pull up somewhere at the back of the city on
the Pacific beach. Originally the cliffs and thoir approachesmust have been pretty, but they have
been so carefully defiled with advertisements that
they are now one big blistered abomination. A
huudrod yards from the shore stood a big rock
covered with the carcasses of the sleek sea
beasts who roared and rolled and wallopped in the
spouting surges. JJo bold man had painted tae
croature3 sky blue or advertised newspapers on
thoir backs, wherefore they did not match the
landscape, which was chiefly hoarding. Somo day,
perhaps, whatever sort of government may obtain
in this country will make a restoration of the place
and keep it cleau and neat. At present ihe sovereignpeople, of whom I have heard so much already,
are vending cherries and painting the virtues of
"Little Bile Beans" all over it.

ON KEARNEY STREET.
Night fell over the Pacific and the white sea fog

whipped through the streets, dimming the splendorsof the olectrio lights. It is tho use of this
city, hor men and women folk to parade between
the hours of eight and ten a certain street called
Kearney streot, where the finest shops are situated.
Here the click of light heels on the pavement i3
loudest, here the lights are brightest and hero tha
thunder of the traffic is most overwhelming. I
watched Young California and saw that it was, at
least, expensively dressed, cheerful in mannerand self-asserting in conversation. Also
the womon were very fair. Perhaps eighteendays aboard ship had something to do
with my unreserved admiration. The maidens
were of generous build, largo, well groomed and
attired in raiment that even to my inexperienced
eyes must have cost much. Kearney street at nino
o'clook levels all distinctions of rank as impartially
as the grave. Again and again I loitered at the
heels of a couple of resplendent.bcings, only to
overhear, when I expected the level voice of culture,the staccato "Sez he," "Sez I" that is the mark
of the white servant girl all the world over.

TI1K OLD ACQUAINTANCE.
This was depressing because. In spite of all that

goes tc the contrary, fine feathers ought to make
tine birds. There was wealth.unlimited wealth.
in the streets, but not an acoent that would not
have been dear at fifty cents. Wherefore, revolvingin my mind that these folk wero barbarians, I
was presently enlightened and made aware that
they also were the heirs of all the ages and civilized
after all. There appeared before me an affable
stranger of prepossessing appearance, with a blue
and an innocent eye. Addressing me by name ha
claimed to have met me in New York at the
Windsor, and to this claim I gave a qualified
assent. I did not remember the tact, but
sinco he was so certain of it, why then.I waited
developments. "And what did you think of
Indiana when you oamo through?" was the next
Question. It revealed the mystery of previous ao-
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quaintance and one or two other things. With reprehensiblecarelessness my friend of tiie light blue
eye had lodked up the name of his victim in the
hotel register and read "India" for Indiana.
The provincialism with which 1 had cursed his

people extended to himself. Ho could not imagine
an Englishman coming through the States from
west to oast instead of by the regularly ordained
route. My fear was that in his delight in finding
me so responsive he would make remarks about
New York and the Windsor which I could
not understand. And, indeed, he adventured
in this direction once or twice, asking me
what I thought of such and suoh streets,
which from his tone I gathered to be anything but
respectable. It is trying to talk unknown New
York in almost unknown San Francisco. But my
friend was merciful. He protested that I was one
after his own heart, and pressed upon me rare and
curious drinks at more than one bar. These
drinks I accepted with gratitude, as also the cigars
with which his pockets were stored. He would
show me the life of the city. Having no desire
to watch a weary old play again I evaded the
offer and received in lieu of the devil's instructionmuch coarse flattery. Curiously constituted
is the soul of man. Knowing how and where
tnis man lied, waiting idly for the finale, I was
distinctly conscious as he bubbled compliments
in my ear of soft thrills of gratified pride stealing
from hat rim to boot heels. I was wise, quoth
he.anybody could see that v'Jth half an eye;
sagacious, versed in the ways of the world, an
acquaintance to be desired; one who had tasted
the cup of life with discretion.

THE BUNCO STEERER.
All this pleased me. and in a measure numbed

the suspicion that was thoroughly aroused. Eventuallythe blue eyed one discovered, nay, insisted,
that I had a ta.ste for cards (this was clumsily
worked in, but it was my fault, lor in that I met
him half way and allowed him no chance of good
acting). Hereupon I laid my head upon one side
and simulated unholy wisdom, quoting odds and
ends of poker talk, all ludicrously misapplied. My
friend keot his countenance admirably, and well
he might, for five minutes later we arrived,always by the purest of chances,
at a place whero we could play cards
and also frivol with Louisiana State Lottery
tickets. Would I play? "Nay," said I, for to me
cards have neither meaning nor continuity, but let
us assume that 1 am going to play. How would
you and your friends get to work. Would you
play a straight game, or make me drunk, or.well,
the fact is I'm a newspaper man, and I'd be much
obliged if you'd let me know something about
bunco steering." Sly blue eyed friend erected
himself into an obelisk of profanity. He cursed
me by his gods.the right and the left bower; ho
even cursed the very good cigars he had given me.
But, the storm over, he quieted down and explained.I apologized tor causing him to waste an
evening, and we spent a very pleasant time together.
Inaccuracy, provincialism and a too hasty rushingto conclusions were the rocks that ho had split

ftn hnf Via fir* t- V» o var^nrro ha oo</1 "U />«»

would I play with you? From all tho poppycock
(Anglice bosh) you talkod about poker I n ha'
playeda straight game and skinned you. I wouldn't
have taken the trouble to make you drunk. You
never knew anything of tho game, but how I was
mistaken In going to work on you makes me sick."
He glared at me as though 1 hal done him an
injury. Xo-day I know how it is that year
after year, week after week, tho bunco
steerer, who is the confidence trick and the
card sharper man of other climes, secures
his prey. Ho clavers them over with ilattery as
the snake slevers the rabbit. The incident depressedme because it showod I had left the innocentEsst far behind and was come to a country
whero a man must look out for himself. The very
hotel bristled with notices about keeping my door
locked and depositing mv valuables In a safe. The
white man in a lump is bad. Weeping softly for
O-Toyo (little I knew then that my heart was to be
torn afresh from my bosom) I foil asleep in the
clanging hotel.
Next morning I had entered upon the deferred Inheritance.There are no prince3 iu America.at

least with crowns oa their hoads.but a generous
minded member of some royal family received my
letter 'of introduction. Ere tho day closed I was a
member of tho two clubs and booked for many engagementsto dinner and party. Now, this prince,
upon whose financial operations be continual
increase, had no reason, nor had the others, his
friends, to put himself out for tho sake ot ono
Briton more or less; but he rested not till he bad
accomplished all in my behalf that a mother could
thinii of for her debutatne daughter.

THE BOHEMIAN CLUIS.
Tin vnu lrv>i»n- tho Vlr.1.. <n,iKf.~

cisco? They say its fame extends over the world.
K was created somewhat on the lines or' the Savage
by men who wrote or drew things, and has bios-
somad into most unrepublicau luxury. 1bo ruler
of tho plaoe is an owl.an owl standing upon a skull
and crossbones, showing forth grimly the wisdom
of the man of letters and the end of his hopes for
immortality. Tho owl stands on the staircase, a
3tatue four feet high: is carved in the woodwork,
llutters on the frescoed ceiling, is stamped on tho
note paper and hangs on tho walls. He is an ancient
and honorable bird. Under his wing 'twas my
privilege to meet with white men whose lives
were hot chainod down to routine of toil,
who wrote magazine articles instead of reading
them hurriedly in the pauses of office work, who
painted pictures instead of contenting themselves
with cheap etchings uitficed up at another man's
sale of effects. Mine were all the rights of social
intercourse, craft by craft, that India, stonyheartedstep-mother of collectors, has swindled us
out of. Treading soft carpets and breathing the
incense of superior cigars I wandered from room
to room studying the paintings in which the mrttii.borsof the club had caricatured themselves, thoir
associates and their aims. There was a slick French
audacity about the workmanship ot these men of
toil unbending that went straight to the heart of
the beholder. And yet it was not altogether
French. A dry grimness of treatment, almost
Dutch, marked the difference. The men painted as
they spoke.with certainty. The club in (ulges in
revelries which it calls "jinks".high and low.at
intervals.and each of these gatherings is faithfully
portrayed in oils by hands that know their business.in this club were no amateurs spoiling canvas,because they fancied they could handle oils
without knowledge of shadows or anatomy.no
gentleman of leisure ruining the temper of publishersand an aireaiy ruined market with attempts
to write "because everybody writes something
these days." i

PLEASANT HOURS.
My hosts were working or had worked for their

daily bread with pen or paint, and their taik for
the most part was of the shop.shoppy.that is to
say, delightful. They extendod a ltrge hand of
welcome and were as brethren, and I did homage
to the owl and listened to their talk. An Indian
club about Christmas time will yield, if properly
worked, an abundant harvest of queer tales; but
at a gathering of Americans from the uttermost
ends of their own continent the tales are larger.
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thicker, more spinous and even more azure
than any Indian variety. Tales of the war
I heard told by an ex-offieer of tho
South over his evening drink to a colonel
of the Northern army, my introducer, who
had served as a trooper In the Northern Horse,
throwing in emendations from time to time.
"Tales of the Law,'* which in this country is an
amazingly elastic affair, followed from the lips of
a judge. Forgive me for recording one tale that
struck me as new. It may intermit the up country
Bar in India.
Once upon a time there was Samuelson, a young

lawyer, who feared not God, neither regarded the
Bench. (Name, age and town of the man were
given at great length.) To him no case hud ever
come as u. client, partly because he lived in a dis-
trict where lynoh law prevailed and partly because
rac muai uosjrarnw primmer aiiraui iruui intrust-
ing liimsolf to the mercies of a phenomenal stammerer.But In time there happened an aggravated
murder.so bad, indeed, that by common consent S
the citizens decided, as a prelude to lynching, to
givo the real law a chance. They could, in ract,
gambol round that murder. They met.the
Court in its shirt sleeves.and against the
raw square of the Court House window a temptinglysuggestive branch of a tree fretted the sky.
J>o one appeared for tho prisoner, and, partly in
jest, the Court advised young Saniuelson to take up
the case. "Tho prisoner is uudefeuded, Sum,'"'
t aid s Conrt. "The square thing to do would be
for you to take him aside and do the bosi.youcau
for him," Court, jury and witnoss then adjourned
to the veranda, while Bamuelson led his
client aside to the Court House cells.
An hour passed ere tho lawyer returned
alone. Mutely the audience questioned. "May
it p-p-please the C-court," said Samuelson, "iuy
client's case is a b-b-b-bad one.a d-d-damn bad
one. You told me to do the b-b-best I c-could for
him, Judge, so I've jest given him y-your b-b-bay
gelding an' told him to Jight out for healthier
c-c-climes, my n-p-professional opinion being he'd
be hanged quicker 'n h-h-hades if be dallied here.
B-by this time my client's 'bout fifteen miles out
yonder somwhares. That was the b-b-best I could
do for him, may it p-p-please the Court." The
young man, escaping punishment in lieu of the 1
prisoner, made his fortune ere live years.

TALES OF OLD DAYS.
Other voices followed, with equally wondrous

tales of riata throwing in Mexico or Arizona, of
gambling at army posts in Texas, of newspapers
wars waged in godless Chicago (I could not help
being interested, but, thev were not pretty tricks),
of deaths sudden and violent in Montana and
Dakota, of the loves of half-breed maidens in the
South and fantastic huntings for gold in mysteriousAlaska. Above all thoy told the story of the
building of old San Francisco, wheu the "finest collectionof humanity on God's earth, sir, started
this town and the water oarne up to the foot of
Market street." Very terrible were some of the
tales, grimly humorous the othors, and the men in
broadcloth and line linen who told them had played
their parts in them.
"And now and again when things got too bad

they would toil the city bell and tho Vigilance
Committee turned out and hanged the suspicious
characters. A man didn't begin to be suspected in
those days till he had committed at least one unprovokedmurder," saia a calm eyed portly old
gentleman. I looked at. the pictures around me,
the noiseless, neat uniformed waiter behind me,
tho oak ribbed ceiling above, the velvety carpet i

If nrco V.ok.1 f/% * . i

years ago you could sea a man handed
witli ffreat pomp. Later ou I found
reason to change my opinion. The tales
gave me a headache and set me thinking. How in
the world was it possible to take in even one-
thousandth or this huge, roaring, many sided
continent? In the tobacco scented sileuoe of the
sumptuous library lay Professor Bryco's book on i
the American Republic. "It is an omen," said I.
"lie has dane all things in all seriousness, and be
maybe purchased for half a guinea. Those who
desire information of the most undoubted must
refer to hi£ pages. For jue is tne daily round of
vagabondage, the recording of the incidents of the
hour aud intercourse with the travelling coin-

panion of the day. I will not 'do' this country
at all." «i

INDIA FORGOTTEN. ]
And I forgot all about ludia for ten days while I

went out to dinners and watched the social cus-
toms of the people, which are entirely different
from our customs, and was introduced to men of
many millions. 1 he so persons are harmless In
their earlier stages.that is to say, a man worth
three or four million dollars may be a good talker, j
clever, amusing and of the world; a man with
twice that amount is to bo avoided, and a

twenty million man is.just twenty millions.
Take an instance. I was speaking to a
newspaper man about seeing the proprietor
of his journal, as in my innocence I supposed
uewapaper laeu occasionally did. My friend
snorted indignantly:.".See him! (ireat Scott. No!
If ho happens to appear in the office I have to associatewith him; but, thani Hoaveu, outside of
that I move Id circles where he cannot oorne."
Au<l yet the lirst thins I have been taught to believeis that money was evex'ything in America I

HUDYARD KIPLING.

NEW BOOKS.

several valuable novels amd talks.a

haxdboox of hindoo lite3a tjp.e.
Marcia. A Novel. By W. E. Norrid. Harper &
Brothers, New York.
This is in some sense a double story, for its

period is so long that the render fends part ot the
love tale of a youuj; man who is not born until the
book is fairly under way. Thip unnecessary oxten-
sion of the story may be forgiven, however, for the
sake of Marcia herself.one of the best portrayed j
people in modern fiction. The character is one ^
3f whom all men and women have met.a handsome,intelligent, brilliant girl, who is so devoid of
human sympathy that, while many men admire
her none fall in love with her. One after another '

tae girls of her set marry, until at the ago of thirty j
she alone, still handsome and brilliant, remains
unwed; then, for no reason that the author thinks
worth mention, but evidently from dislike of
single blessedness, she accepts a man much older
than herself and about as cold, although he does
everything In his power to be a good husband.
Maroia shows him no affection.sho never has
opened her heart to any one, but when her son is
born she finds she can lovo if the object of her
affection will hate his father. Afterward she makes
room in her heart for a lover, who, like the lover
usually selected by a woman of cold nature, is far
beneath her, being rude, coarse and arrogant. Refrainingfrom sin, she nevertheless is the subject
of unlimited scandal, which finally compels a separation.When her husband dies she marries her
lover, who is much her junior, and who at once
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begins to pay much ;attcntion to younger women.
'

The story is startlingly like many in real life, and
the author evidently drew from living models, c
although it is full of artistic touches peculiarly 1
Mr. N orris' own. £
Romance of Real I.ife ; True Incidents in the j
Live8 of 1 he Great and Good. F. H. Revel],
New York. t

Twenty-four sketches of good men who became ^
great in the world are in this book, which seems to j
have been made to 3how boys that a m.vn need not c

be a hard case in order to become prominent. 1

Among the subjects are Havelock, Ltvingstono, Sir
John Franklin. Abraham Lincoln, the Earl of c

Shaftesbury, Felix Neff and John Knox. Among *

the sketches are about iifty large pictures of fair
quality. Boys in the United States will enjoy this fbook, although but two of the characters are J,Americans. 11

Stand Fast, Cratr Royston! A novel. By William .

Black. Illustrated. Harper & Brothers, Now v
York. j
Any one who is attracted to William Black's novels

by their Scotchiness should road "Stand Fast, *

Sraigftoyston!" for the most pervasive character j
in the tale is an old Scotchman, who is simply ag- q
jressive with his talk of his darling country's
genealogies, scenery and poetry. He even projeots 11

1 huge volume of Scotch verso, for which ho receivesmany paid subscriptions, for which no sat- ^israction is ever given. Ho has, however, & charm- 0

to reconcile any ono to the old man's garrulity and
liis rage (or poetical quotation. The love story, r

which naturally ensues when a pretty girl appears c

in a book, is managed in Mr. Black's cleverest ®

manner, aud the hero is qnito a likeable lellow. 1
lhe minor characters are well assorted, and the !
llusirations are far superior to the pictures which *

usually appear in novels. ^3n thb Heights of Himalay. By A. Van Der fiNailen. United States Book Company, New York, j
Although not announced as a contribution to its v

publishers' "Occult Series" this tale is as full of v

mysticism, Auras, Karmas and the like as any dab- .

bier in theosophy could ask. Unlike many books t3f similar aim, however, it is quite decent. The .

searcher after knowledge, who becomes a neophyte ®

imong the wise men of the Himalayas, is a Catholic cprelate whose character is of rare purity. This j?ood man is mystified by some Indian juggling awhich the fakirs attribute to mental powers not
generally known, and he is informed that he is
noblo enough of soul to learn of these mysteries. f
tn assurance of which ho takes advantage. The gaxplanations are about as clear as most that have cbeen uriuted oa these subjects, which is not eay-
ng much, and the last half of tlio story shows the tapplication of some of the principles to existing
tnd romantio mysteries of real life.
New Yobk in the War of the Hebeixion. Com. a
piled by Frederick Phisterer, late captain, U. 53
A. Pliistorer's Sons, Albany, j}. Y. r

Although New York sent to the civil war more a

soldiers than any other State it has nevor prepared t
jr proviaou ror an omciai nistory or its military a

share in tbo conduct of the war, and until now 4

there has boen no complete printed record of the c
strength and services of the hundreds of regiments, j
bBttorics, Aic., organized here. Captain Phisterer
lias made good tho deilccncy in a volume of more ,
than five hundred pages of large size and in small t
type, much of the contents being iu double col- t
uwus. It contains a brief history and record of j
>aeh military organization, giving numerical j.
strength and list of engagements azid casualties, e
lists of officers of th# reguiararmy and navy drawn
from this State, cost of the war to the btate
md counties, and a preat mass of statistical ^
information not easily obtained from any ^sthor single volume. There is a very long list a
3f battles, engagements, skirmishes, &c., with the a
designations of ail New York troops who took part 8
in them, from which it appears that our Stato was 0represented in more than two thousand affairs iu ewhich men were killed and wounded. There also ^
ire tables of nativities, ages, tic., a list of officers atilled in service, and amass of other interesting t
information. The book is the result of an immense t
amount of examination of official reports and other a
papers, and Captain I'histerer is well known as a
methodical and thorough worker. It is an honor
to the fcjtato and the compiler, and will be of great rjuervice to all persons who have occasion to look
nto tho record of any portion of New York's quota. g
4. Bbief History of the English Drama from t

Ti'.e Earliest to the Latest Times. By William s
Echard Golden, A. M. Welch, Fracker & Co.,
New York. e
In six lectures, covering less than two hundred 1

ind fifty pages of print, Mr. Golden gives a sketch t
af the drama which thousands of people should
tind a pleasing and useful substitute for heavier p
works. Historians generally approach the. drama fi
with venoration of a quality which ceoms to in- ij
Juce verbosity. Mr. lloldeu, while recognizing <J
the largeness and importance of the subject, has t
regard also for the probable demands of readers,
xud has suocceded iu teliing much in few words t
is well as in distinguishing between the general y
*nd the particular. The lectures are, respectively, f
on "The Mystery, Miracle and Moral Plays,1' ii
"The Predecessors of Shakespeare," "Shakes- Id
peare." "Ben Jonson and His Contemporaries," v
"From the Restoration to the Close of the KichtocnthCentury" and "The ^Nineteenth Century." It a
is not a book in which to look for opinions of ii
sne's favorite plays and actors, nor even for the v
names of dramatists other than those whose iu- ji
iueuce has been formative or in the direction of
change. Of American writers for the stage 13ron- t
ion toward is the onlv one who receiv-as more «

ilian more mention, and this is in the dedication n
july. Tho book may be freely commeuaod to
readers who wish to know "tho why and wherefore"of the English drama.
Hindu Litkeaiuhk. The Ancient Books of India.
By Elizabeth A. l.eed. i>. C. Griggs k Co., Chicago.
This is an unpretentious but valuablo work.

die author, who Is a member of tho Philosophical v

society of Great Britain, is teacher rather than
srltic, and gives a great deal of information uot

obtainable from any other small volume. 8he has
:hapters on the Yedas and their mythology, the
Bahmanas, the code of Manu, the Upani eihads,
:lio Hamayana, the tho Maha-barata, tho
Bhagavad-Gita, and tho Buranas, as well as y
iome on Krishna, tho Hindu Cosmogony and Me- A
iempsyohosis. Necesnarily the work is a compilation,but the authors road are the most prominentOrientalists in Europe, and portions of the
text were revised by Max Millier and SirMonier
Williams. The author has not worked hastily; the
lescription anil story of the Bamayana tills more
than a hundred pages, and proportionate space is
allotted to the other great works. The book, as a 1
whole, is a good introduction to Hindu literature.
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MORE ABOUT THE
PERFECT MAN

Sonorous Echoes of Oiw of the Suniay
Herald's Symposiums.

l\EW SCIENCE OF "ETHOLOGY."

Hera!d Readers Want a Yet Wider and
Closer Comparison ot the Views

of Great M nds

The replies of graat thinkers to the question
'What are the qualities essential to the developmentof the perfect man," given in the Sunday
Sekale, seem to have only stimulated the appetite
>f readers for more.

lhe perspective of the theme broadens as it is
pursued.
Later correspondents write as follows:.

america's own problem.
ro 1 he Editob of the Hkrald :.
VnnpnTifiBUnnnf lust ftiinrinv'n "What ira

the qualities most essential to the development of
;he perfect man," Las been read, I think, with more
nterest than most of the questions of the day, for
t is not only a burning one, but one of paramount
importance to all of ua.
We have on our bauds at present, I believe, to

educate, train, devolop and bring ud id the way he
ihouhl go a young man who is already accounted a

prodigy and whose birthday in 189dwe call upon all
;he nations of the earth to celebrate.
That young America in his rapid growth may not

Dy any possible mischance fail to develop into the
nan possessing all perfect qualities must be the
irst prayer of every citizen of the Republic.
Let us find out, then, these much desired perfections.I sincerely hope that the brief article of the

tth inst., in which half a dozen gentlemen of note
n England and as many in America have kindly
tuswered the question, may be only a first instalment,

more opinions called fob.
Why not let the query echo round the world. Left

is hear from the wise men of the East, to say
lothing of the enterprising men of the West.
What will Italians, Germans, Frenchmen reply to

;he query? Every man who has a Bon ought to be
willing to answer and every one who is interested,
n the welfare of the human race will consider it
lis duty to do so. "To despair of America is to de-
spair of humanity," says Archdeacon Farrar.
The replies thus far elicited are admirable; one
ises from their perusal refreshed and invigorated.
Che longest ones, those by Oswald Crawford and
Mr. Dana, are brilliant; the shortest ones are goocli
md the two or three that tell the secret in a word!
ire of the very best.
"Truth," acoording to Professor Max Muller, ia

:he secret.
"Sympathy" is Chief Balfour's most powerful

notive.
"A good digestion," writes Lord Churchill, and'

;o this shouldcortainly be awarded the prize; the
greatest thing in this world is the stomach.that ia'
;o say, healtb.
The one condition, according to Mr. Grant Allen,

sssential to the proper development of a human
jeingis a sound, equally balanced, beautiful body,
md he goes on to prove it by showing that ho
peans health, strength, enjoyment and morality.
Among the answers giving a combination of qualiiesseveral are striking or characteristic.
Oovernor Hoadly, for his perfect man, requires

ive qualities.courage, truth, imagination, unselfshnessand tact. Mr. Depew mentions casually the
>ld threefold combination.physical perfection,
noral perfection and intellectual perfection.
Archdeacon Farrar's ideal summed up is a vigormsbody, a well stored mind, a pure imagination i

.nd spirituality. J
According to Edmond Goss the qualities of a M

lerfect man are assurance, adroitness and serenity.
)ne is reminded of Alcibiados and Lord BeaconsJThe Eey. Heber Newton has "sound body," W
'sound mind," "sound character," and shows the r
milding up of the threefold man mentioned by
Ir. Depew.
Mr. Honry Clows brings in all the virtues, inellect,hoalth, integrity, sobriety, courage, patience,

insolflshness, sincerity, industry, perseverance,
letermination, judgment and principle.a very banquetof good things.
Mr. Georgo W. Childs would|have us cultivate the

aind, the body, the purposo and the conscience. ^Mr. Oswald Crawford lays especial stress on bt'ain,
H 1 n.ml mnsfile. ieaviiicr it for others tn miali ih^

laiuis of heart and stomach.
ABOVK CONDENSATION.

Mr. Dana's extremely valuable contribution is
lot easily summed up. Health, strength, beauty,
iptimism, generosity, patience, delicacy of feeling,
,f/«ressive intellect, sense of humor and suscepti>ilityto love and an income of $10,000 a year and
ipward are some of the points indicated. It ought
o be very carefully read along with that of the
enerable Archdeacon Farrar. It is not every day
hat we can obtain together ihe expressions of tha
;reatest English divine and the greatest Americaa
ournalist upon a subject which thoughtful meu
rill concede to be the most important in the
vorld.
Ward MoAllister's reference to the "Christian

[entleman" reminds us that in England the olflcial
ype of perfection is a combination of morality and
futility, an ideal that may be compared with tha

agathos of ancient-Greece and the persistent!
lulture of Mars and Venus (Force and Tenderness!
n ancient Rome. The present question is closoly
.Hied to the question of a national Ideal.

a new science.
As a suggested study we have the science of tha
ormation of individual character called by Bahnoncharacterology, and out of it grows the science
if the formation of the national character, the term
ithology being applied by Bain, I believe, to both,,
hese practical sciences.
'.What are the qualities most essential to the de-!
elopment of the perfect race?" would be merely"
,n expansion of tha Herald's question.
With the morality and gentility of old Englam^Hnight be contrasted In this study the intolligencfl|nd amiability of France, the industry and gen^^^H

irosity of the average American, and these with
he enthusiasm wliich is the ideal of Spain and tha.
.wful sincerity which appears to be the dominant] A
rait in the Russian. jflWhat the character of the typical young Ameri.anor the twentieth and coming centuries may be H
3 an immense problem. That one of his perfect
[iialities will be the ability to make a success in
uatcrial things, there can be no deubt. But tha* V
hero are strong tendencies in other directions.< V
or instance, toward the truthtulness indicated
iy Max Muller, the sympathv indicated by Chiej M
ieltour, the good digestion of Lord Churohill.if ^qually certain.

three perfect americans.all dead.
If asked to select three examples of perfect
.mericans one might choose Lincoln, Peter
looper and Horace Greeley. These three men were
11 strong in stomach and muscle, strong in heart
nd brain, and are not these precisely the four
ides of man that must be vigorously and stronuuslycultivated at the outset as a Arm basis, whatverspecial direction the character may hereafter
10 destined to take? With energy, truth, sympathy
nd a good digestion man may do all things In
he meantime will the Herald kindly send round
he world and obtain a few thousand answers in
dditiou to the twelve or fifteen already published?

W. W.
a unique cojieinatjon.

'o the Editor of the Herald:.
In yours of Sunday you publish the opinions of
everal distinguished gentlemen on both sides of
ho Atlantic in answor to your query of "What contitutesthe perfoct man?"
Of necessity, this is a question diffioult in the "

xtrenie to answer. As Mr. Lepew so nicely puts
t, he must indeed be an egotist and a oonsuminatj
ne at that, who would undertake to reply with
be presumed ability of doing the query justice.
Now the man perfect as we moderns would deicthim is he who nearly approaches the CUcstereldtype. Now I presume that it is not; the bui-ercialthat we are endeavoring to analyze, but far
eeper.to pierce the thin crust of civilization, lay
iaro the inner man.
Before civilization was and coeval with all time.
hat is, time recorded.there must have been one
rho had approached in tao degree to this our per-
ect; man. jlio n was who rmea uiose Diueath him
ti dignity of mieu una deportment. Ever will il
e and must be, matter shall allways b3 subsevientto mind.
We cannot, according to the record of our fathni^Hnd our own, lind a living beauty compared in
pre to the statue of the Venus de Milo; so it
ritli our conceptions.words or pencil are
leagre to pornij.
But let me here take my r,nnrti. My estimation
he man perfect, mundanely speaking, is.One
an feel another's woe, one who, when right,
ot yield to wrong.
in iact, ono

"Whow all the muses decked.'*
All comprehensive tundcrnuss,
All subiilisiug intellect.
lie who plants the foot so firm.
So as to crush the snake, yet spare the worm.

P. S..If we had the mental calibre of Cardinal^®fozzofauti superimposed upon our own J. L. Suilianwo might in a degree approach a perfect man,
GEOBGE MANNING. W

BEST HE COULD DO.

Strawbor.Thomas Jefferson, I just heard thai
ou sold your vote for $2 at the last election.
a-eii't you ashamed of yourself?
Thomas Jefferson.V/oIl, sab, dat'sall I could jst,

S i ILL LIFE.

She (admiring a laudscapo).Whero did you fiail
he scoue of this gem of still life?
lie.In Philadelphia.


